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It was in the third decade of this century, 
in apostle of romanticism, that Victor 
Hu forced his way to the front. For about 
; ! n f his strenuous work was 
lor for the stage, although, in the period 
preceding fl exile, he also published ‘*Notre 
Dame de Paris,’ which is usually considered 
the finest of historical novels: it certainly gives 


» more truthful and vivid impression ot the 
France of Louis XI. than does the ‘‘Quentin 
Durward”? of Sir Walter Scott. But his hope 
est of nineteenth cent 
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n the hands of Victor Hugo and his com 
rades the plot of the romantic drama was gov- 
d with paramount authority by the passion 

ve. Indeed, even Racine and the adepts 

the so-called classic style of France had been 
constrained to ohey what seems the master im 


e (so far, at least, as we see 





pulse of modern li 
that life reflected in literature), and to give 
Greek and Roman bosoms a form of sentiment 
they rare ly knew But amid the persons and 
scenes of Racine’s theater, love is felt to be 
an intruder and an impertinence, whereas in 
Spanish and English plays he is priest and 
king. To explain the prominence und ideal 
purity with which romance literature has in- 
vested the sexual affection, might possibly 
involve us in an analysis of those tides and 
currents which form the undertow of life ina 
Christian world. Without essaying to trace 
the genesis of the complex modern passion, we 
may point out that Victor Hugo was not con- 
tent to photograph a single phase, but dis- 
criminated the shapes and hues which the 
sentiment of love takes from character and 
circumstances. He allots, for instance, an en- 
tirely distinct treatment, and a very different 
object to the rank hankering which has root in 
ippetite, and to the noble yearning which seems 
as pure as prayel He makes the brimming 
heart of youth lavish of blind devotion and 
athirst for a response in kind, while the lonely 
steps and sobered hopes of later life are shown 
to be grateful for discriminative sympathy. 
Avain, the women to whom Hugo presents us 
are able to feel love as well as to inspire it. 
Blanche, in ‘‘Le Roi S’Amuse,”’ is a gentle 
being, swayed willow-like by every emotion, 
and tingling with all kindly impulses, resem- 
bling, in fact, Teanyson’s Elaine. One is re- 
minded of Biirger’s Lenore in the smothered 
fire and dreamy reverie of Spain’s German 
The betrothed of Hernani reproduces, 
warmed, however, and softened, the features 
of Corneille’s masterpiece. Both are Cas- 
tilians of blue blood; but Chiméne is the 
typical Spanish heroine of whom Calderon 
might have dreamed, Dona Sol, the glowing 
woman whom the courtier-poet might have 
actually seen at the court of Philip ETE: It 
is especially in the drama of ‘‘Angelo’’ that 
two winning though opposite feminine natures 
are contrasted with striking effect Had 
Rodolfo, the hero of the piece, been younger in 
feeling and experience, we are made to infer 
that La Tisbe’s sumptuous beauty and mag- 
netic vitality 


(Jueen. 


VC uld have ec mpelled his Wor- 
ship; but the springtime of his youth is past, 
and her charms are powerless to dim the mild 
image of her rival. Caterina’s tenderness is 
veiled by a sweet timidity; she has the fervor 
of Murillo’s virgins, chastened by their perfect 
modesty. But La Tisbe adds luster toa type 
which the drama has often studied, being one 
ot those erring but generous women whose 
faults accuse an ardent temperament rather 
misguided certainly, 
like Adrienne 


than a perverted heart, 
and evil-starred, but not ignoble 
Lecouvreur. 

It is in ‘‘La Pitie Supreme,’ or, rather, in 
the hundred lines of that poem thrown togethel 
under the caption ‘‘Fraternite,’’? that we find 
allegorized or adumbrated the whole social 
philosophy and religion of Victor Hugo. His 
dream, he tells his grandchildren in those beau- 
tiful lines, is a people enlightened rather than 
disciplined; therefore, he is laureate of the love 
which wills, the hope which fires, the faith 
which builds—of equity, kindness, pity, long- 
a vast toryiveness “Oh, 
brothers!’ he cries, ‘*‘wind-tossed, wave-tossed, 
battling for an hour in the night and the storm, 
succor each other, pal jon each other.’’ In a 
world where to-day is the inexorable outgrowth 
of yesterday, where the human will dashes in 
of heredity and environ 
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this, we learn, is the true portrait of the goddess 
whom we are taught to think stern and blind. 
On a certain day, the poet tells us, he beheld 
in unknown woman who seemed to float out of 
1 cloud; 
hone, was on her ps an 1 heaven in lier eves, 
Now this woman did naught but point out the 
ht road to footsere and heartsore wayiarers, 


winged she was, and it seemed that 


and it seemed that her voice said only ‘‘Lo! ye 
And, when he drew 
near, he saw that this woman’s eve had blessed 
| so piercing yet mild it 
was; and that this gush and overtlow of un- 


have missed the way 


whatsoever it looked 
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stinted, unmeeted kindness made some to think 
her crazed. Then he fell on his knees and 
worshiped, for he deemed he knew her features: 
but she, reading his thought, said sadly, ‘* Dost 
thou, too, know me not? My son, thou deemest 
me Mercy; not so, my name is Justice.”’ 

Bv these gentle words of a poet grandfather 
as by the solemn tones of ‘‘Les Chatiments’’ 
and ‘“‘L’ Année Terrible,’? and by the author’s 
dramas and novels no less than by his lyric 
verse, one curious, we might almost say anom- 
alous, fact is pressed upon the reader. In 
all the work of Victor Hugo, the figure of the 
author fills the foreground, yet, strange to say, 
the artist is scarcely obscured or thwarted, but 
rather aggrandized, by the obtrusion of the 
man’s personality. We can atfirm so much of 
but four names in the history of artistic achieve- 
ment, and the coincidence may well be marked, 
that the foremost of the literary artists of our 
time was as indissolubly associated with the 


republican aspirations of France as were his 
great predecessors with the civic liberties of 
Athens and Florence, and with the English 
Commonwealth ‘The place of Victor Hugo is 
with those patriot poets who challenge the 
homage, not of wonder only, but of a loving 
reverence by the rare accord of a consummate 
art and an exhaustless sympathy with mankind. 
-e- 





A CORRESPONDENT asks information on the 
subject of literary style, its masters and their 
frequentation. He wishes to know who teaches 
it and how it may be acquired. 

The inquiry is rare and praiseworthy. It is 
an indication of a spirit among us which is 
groping for expression. In the annals of our 
country there is barely a stylist of note. We 
have been too busy for falbalas. Homespun 
must precede satin; utility, grace. Young 
nations are never artistic; foundations must be 
laid before there can be frescoes. Art, however 
it may defined, is the production of leisure, and 
leisure comes with age. But from adolescence 
we are passing into maturity. In the coming 
century it is not extravagant to assume that we 
shall have artists of note. An artist is always 
a stylist. 

In literature only three things count—style, 
style polished, style repolished; these imagina- 
tion and art of transition aid, but do not en- 
hance. As for style it may be defined as the 
sorcery of syllables, the fall of sentences, the 
use of the exact term, the pursuit of a repeti- 
tion even unto the thirtieth and fortieth line. 
Grammar is an adjunct but not an obligation. 
No grammarian ever wrote a thing that was fit 
to read. 

Geniuses often write badly, and so much the 
better for them. The art of expression, the 
ability to display an idea in the only words that 
suit it, is to be found not in their works, but 
in the pages of writers of the second order. 
Browning, for instance, to take a modern ex- 
ample, is a genius. People have assembied 
together and still assemble together to find out 
what he meant. No one has ever required as- 
sistance to understand just precisely what Wal- 
ter Pater meant, and that for the reason that 
he is a stylist and the stylist is always simple, 
never obscure, 

‘‘Whomso,”’ said Gautier, ‘‘an idea, however 
complex, a vision, however apocalyptic, sur- 
prises without words to convey it is not astylist, 
The inexpressible does not exist.”’ 

Nor does it. But writers capable of express- 
ing complex ideas and apocalyptic visions in 
language at once simple and harmonious are so 
few that when they are encountered hats should 
be removed. In England, Walter Pater is 
recognized as a writer of that character. 
Henry James is another. In Mr. Howells’ 
early works you will find a third. John C 
Ingalls has not written much, but in what he 
has produced there is barely a sentence that 
could not be framed. 

To be a stylist presupposes several things— 
temperament, ambition, work. <A stylist is 
like the poet—he is not created; and, like the 
poet, he must pertect himself. To do that re- 
quires an amount of labor at which a galley 
slave would balk. It took Balzac ten years to 
acquire a style which pleased him, ten more to 
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certain gladness at this intelligence. 


For what, 
when all is said, has Newport ever been but a 
stronghold of snobbery? As far back as 1883, 
before the multi-millionaires had begun to build 
their proud palaces along those lovely shores, a 
lady said to me while we sat together in a yacht 
and watched the green meads that skirt Narra 
gansett bay glimmer tenderly below a wester 
ing midsummer sun: ‘Oh, it is all so drearily 
worldly here! You ure forever forced to vex 
yourself with the little tedious questions of who 
is in the swim and who is not—of whom you 
should visit and whom you should leave relig- 
iously ignored! Alas, it is s7 peu de chose, yet 
what can one do but treat it as an affair of 
real importance?”’ 
‘“One can go somewhere else,” | 
thinking, 
people have 


remember 
and in the next decade a good many 
gone somewhere else. It 
perfectly true that to be a great swell in a very 
small clique of swelldom one must know and 
mingle with the ‘‘Newport set.’? But 
year other sets are forming. Provincialism in 
our society is perishing at a rapid rate. The 
this last summer, have 
endeavored, in a hectic and ludicrous way, to 
keep Newport alive. But their efforts have 
absurdly failed. These very journals are now 
publishing the whereabouts and festal doings of 
a great ‘‘West Side’’ multitude—a populace 
hitherto ranked among the unknown and un- 
knowable. These are men and women of 
wealth, with charming daughters and college 
bred sons, who own handsome residences along 
West Seventy-second Street and in other gal 
lant contiguous quarters. They know 
other’ solely, and find each other sufficingly 
“greeable to know. Like the present political 
campaign, they have their ‘‘literature’’; for 
there is a very neat and dapper little publica- 
tion, called ‘‘The West Side Gazette,’’ which 
their summer outings, their matri- 
monial engagements, their parties and teas and 
dinners. I have looked over the pi 
paper, and keenly rejoiced at the prevalent un- 
familiarity of its recorded names. Nothing can 
equal the refreshment of this experience. Fred 
erick the Great said that an army is like a 
snake, and moves on its belly. Society is like 
a pocketbook, contemptible except when stuffed 
with bank-notes. These ‘‘new people,’’ as for 
a little while they will arrogantly be called, have 
plenty of bank-notes, and their growing power 
is made all the securer by their possession of 
good looks, good breeding and a complete care- 
less disregard of our regnant ‘‘aristocrats.’’ 
Pray Heaven they may continue to enjoy them- 
selves naturally and humanly, unstung by the 
ambition. Caste, in our 
imported folly, and yet here it 


same old caustic curse. 


is still 
every 


newspapers, during 


‘Seach 


records 


ges of this 





bitter bee of social 
ountry, is an 
threatens to become the 
If the minority blessed with wealth would only 
happine SS is 
to care are and not for who they 
ire. how infinite would be their gain! Snobs 
always forget the misery of their own strug- 
They are really the most unhappy per- 
12 moon. I have often 
wondered that named a certain 
lovely stretch of coast at Newport *‘ Paradise 
Rox ks.”’ He have been some peaceful 
winter resident who habitually tled from the 


Inferno of its summer falsities and pomposities. 


¢ 


r source of 


remember that its chief 


for what folk 


gles 
} 


sons below the visiti 


who it was 
must 


For the only paradise ever socially discoverable 
at Newport has beet “Old Adam 


fool’s one. 











ind ‘*‘Mother Eve’’ ll abide there, it is true, 
each packed with the unholy wisdom conse- 
que Fall. The Serpent is there, too, 
g with scandal! in its hiss. But as 
to f Knowledge, that, I fear, was 
long ago cut down for kindling-wood. Any 


way, the oldest inhabitant cannot 


a trace of it. 


ees 


phages 
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LAW AND TORTURE vane 
I NEVER could understand why the old Abolit I ~ 
rs ised t i I I lt i eirn that ivery ft 
: vas the 1 t Da ga I I if I I 
ill imagi tl vhile with t t e tl ! 
were exto I ! oas a t of peccable i t I | ! is l 
demigod | i | ne tl t} ‘ sa lapse intl le j 
continulty I their iogt ind Sou ( 
Some people are so constituted that they cannot hel] e | ! nye 1 re 
thinking there must be somethit good and lovely ina victin t 
worm or a beetle, simpy because it ts trod upor B lea 1} t Hal 
I fail to see how a bug's or a man’s moral nature can be by process of 
changed for the better by being crushed and wronged pulfs then p with t notion 
The uses of adversity may no doubt be sweet, pro led human b H 
you have the stuff in vou to make it so; but in the ma-_ be asking to marry into your 
jority of cases you have not, and it makes you gly our debating clul N 1 
and vil torture them to the ut 
For my own part, I could get along very well without their consciousne If vou 
ever seeing a negro again l wish there were none out Ah. vou don t know ti | 
side of Africa, and | look forward with no agreeable ar vou know someth f huma 
ticipations to their multiplying on this continent But nigge iren't huma is thei \ | 
wishes are vain: the negro is here, and nobody can de ettles it 
vise or foresee any practicable means of diminishing or It may be that tl I ! 
getting rid of him. It was the Dutch, I believe, who duty in: 
er first brought him here; but we took their tip, and car may be tecl | dif Ities in the 
not evade the responsibility for him It may be true or the law lelay ‘ inl 
* that he was just as much a slave in his own country as punishment hen it \\ -e- 
he has been in this, and that there were fewer mitigating and yet the truth re ns that t Q 
circumstances for him there than here. Weare guilty are adopting the very worst means yx 
concerning him same, and our plain duty in’ end at which the t | 
the premises is the best of him in every SeTISE of the negro, and |} k of w pe | 
of the phrase Weshould arrange our house toaccommo- first crime: and then he mur 
date him, and do what we may to render him a worthy reason that | | ver P 
and desirable denizen thereof. If we neglect to do this Were he certain of due trial t } :; hold 
—if we abuse him and choke him—then we are ourselves his hand and take his chance 
guilty of his crimes. We are guilty, and the guiltier But it is tl torturers. not t , ‘ 
we are, the more the negro himself will involuntarily arouse our most serious concern After r 
punish us. If { murder a man, and hide him under my ing and painful a death, the 1 
bed, the stench from him will presently breed me a_ troubles ar¢ vel But his ex itions not 
pestilence, to say nothing of the probability of its bring- so easily Imagine the state nit 
ing the constable down on me If we treat our negroes kindled a fire under a negré er nicht: « n MOONE J 
like wild beasts. wild beasts they will duly become, and yw lo | eve Cor 
act out their wild-beast nature. No example of cause Le ich spe ipon t 
and effect can be more inevitable than that wi them Chev have ur it 
The capital mistake we made in the business was in all, the fundamental instinct f | 
giving the negroes the right to vote. It was an iniqui- so far ceased to be humat The violatior tted | 
tous measure; and though the Northern men who made _ the ignorant savage whom the estroy ' bear oR 1 TEE ee oe 
4 it a law may imagine that only the South could suffer » hard upon him hereafter a ll t crime up " 
by it, they were hugely mistaken in that idea. It isthe them. They can never recover from the degradatior aghe . 
old fable of the belly and the members; this country is they ha flicted on themselve und the more t ‘ ‘ ‘ ng bel 
One, and whatever hurts or disgraces one part of us, attempt t istify it. the more t ! rm 
hurts and disgraces us all. We'’may readily concede into their souls. By murdering 
that negroes can be educated and improved up to a cer negro, the nurder what shou } rt n the ; 
tain point; and that now and then a negro appt irs Who selves. The negro has by far tl | t of reair TO RENEWING SUBSCRIBI RS. 
can more than hold his own with the average white They do not attempt to justify it nd f1 that t ; 
i man; but the fact remains that nature has not made step is easy torepeating the monstrous de¢ Her : ‘ en t 
that race our equals, and that any law we may pass it. They grow to love reve tortur nt ” Ol 
aiming to nevertheless put them in the position of equals, they learn to inflict agony for t : " 5. ( KI 
is a crime, and breeds misery and disaster to them anp it, just as o lrin} ine or heat , The cy WE 
to us of the 1! o become the mere pret ror t : , : . yoo 
The worst of a bad law is not in its direct, but inits the neighboring families to a torture-bee; t ert “THE WANDERING JEW, 
indirect effects. That is, it is disobeyed or evaded. Thus, ment is popular, as, in cla time With Dore Hlustration 
in this case, the negroes, debarred or corrupted from the ances at the Roman Colosseum. If 
polls, are disgruntled or demoralized or both; and the noadmi n fee When negroe 
white men. conscious of illicit action, are demoralized «a mon ilue.a uch diver ' 
and envenomed into the bargain The feeling between cost] but these of freed | ' POETIC A] WORKS OF 
the two races was none too ami it best; but the law let us improve t nin ae. { . . ; tee 
deliberately inflames it. The maker of an impossible natu eacl itrage we con { { SIR W ALT ER SCOT es 
law is the creator of an artificial crime And thereby blacker evil still Such are 
he becomes particeps criminis, to say the best of him itlaws have brought dow 
[he situation of the negro down South is then as fol And whv specify § on \\ ‘ N 
lows: To begin with, he is lazy and shiftless and averse with indefinit f 
from work. He is therefore alre vaclog on acom- their i W \ 
munity which requires honest diligence on the part of vncher In the + of 
all its members t keep its er lup In the secor 1 plac ind ul 
the ballot privilege engenders active enmity betwee1 ve dra ‘ wnd 
him and the white The black finds himself a parial hang t We n t ~ 
both despised and hated; this of itself enough t ike tl T t 
1 man wicked, and he is additionally exasperated by the either f1 
knowledge that the law i n his side Upon anof.ré nst f é 
the negro’'s nature, the sinister effects are exaggerated I 
The negro is a mixture of the child ar he , 
Asachild he isu ! imiable, fo« h. irrespor ; 
is an animal, he is ! | scienceless, it l 
self-restraint Ed tior i\ bate his pr r t i 
wrong and persecutior evelop and intensify thet 
The whites of the Sout } ! ed Ll per ‘ t t 
him, being almost ¢ t i 1 ve | é } é 
the operatic of an u . ‘ rhev treat 
beast, and he has d me not o1 oe , 
something much worse nd more danger lr) b 
Southerners are to blame for it. of course, but they ar sh 


not to blame for the condition which incited them: and even than he 
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, I i ter 
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1 ba 1 her I X 
ture of | in | vd Kor he 
mot | n a Roman lady, 
wna I ithe Don 
\| | j | Spa } { 
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1) ( " } ind tol i to 
tra 1 ie: i his own 
rial \ i B I I pne train 
tarted f I l 1 polit 
t t rt I t | ! ud to 
share witl mpartine! The train 
wa most pectedly crowded W ould 
sino! u\ { ut Ime to discommode 
| 
Kive minute ut ko Cammeraye was seated 
Opp t r thie eliest idies he had ever 
beheld Het i had no special symmetry, 
but it ’ n was enchantment, and in the 
ri} | r | 1 \ ur gathered 
I Ww i 1 Ba bonnet, there were float 

\ ? 1) 

A I ft th | hest reeding,’’ he 
thought Her purplish eves are magniticent, 
ind yet h what lolent repose she fails to 

th SI me Lombard woman, I 
\ Vith that cul I loring How 
ferent { i mv dat \malia, and yet how 
bora I { { 
\ bre VA broad in the Toled and the 
\ N but warm a one that to close 
I \ 1 I val mpo ible 
\ lust De ¢ ! ve think of his 
\ t I 1 1 I Had prev 
Oo , 
| ind is netimes 
ul i liy at the wrist 
\\ \\ ment dan 
| t me two 
H \ 1 rtall select 
{ la h f 
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‘ | ! fourth, in which these 
I I I | t bis window Ww 
I l more | ! W inset lilacs and 
i ! mits and slopes \fter- 
D b np I I} 
i I vaze wander toward 
\ ! 9 loon 
As the train 1 red Rome, he had clinched a 
reso “T will iuse to be made,’’ be medi 
tated 1 little cushion of purple velvet, and 
hrough it I | thrust this worthless pln she 
has given n sidewise, like a miniature dag 
1 Amalia jealous? Bah! Before we are 
married next Jur just a week from the day 
that she comes of age—lI will endeavor to show 
how slight cause she has ever to distrust 


When the train reached the Piazza dei Ter- 


nini at Rome, it happened that the lady and 
her maid were on the side of the station plat 
form. Both women, in consequence, alighted 
first. As De Cammeraye followed them he 


iw a tall, dark man, of extremely patrician 
tir, greet the beautiful blonde. Near him were 
everal servants in livery. The gentleman at 
7 ‘ s#4+] 

ave her his arm, and they swiftly disap- 


once g 

pe red together. Ihe duenna handed certain 
slips of paper, easily recognizable as luggage- 
checks, to one of the footmen. It all had u 
highly patrician air, almost a royal one De 
Cammeraye was on the verge of making in- 
qu s among the railway officials, but motives 


if reserve and a kind of pride prevented. He 
soon found bimself in a cab, being driven past 
the gloom-wrappe 1 Baths of Diocletian and 
the numberless bright-lit windows of the 
Quirinal Hotel, to his own apartments, not far 
from the Barberini Palace. 

‘| think,”’ said Don Miguel de Carrasco to 
him at dinner, a full hour later, ‘‘that the lady 
whom you des ribe must surely be the Princess 
L, . She is celebrated for her strange yet 
great beauty, was the daughter of a fairly dis- 
tinguished Lombard nobleman, and is now the 
wife of Prince L , second cousin to Queen 

rherita. JT remember hearing that she has 
of late spent several weeks with one of her mar- 
ried sisters, who usually passes both summer 
and autumn in a Vi at La Cava dei Terreni, 
near Sorrento.’ 

‘You will meet her, if it is she,’’ said Amalia, 
‘‘when we go into society this winter.’’ The 
girl's big black eyes were devouring her lover’s 
face. ‘*And will you show me, Henri, the little 
| urple he irt when you have had it made?”’ 

“Certamente, mia bella,” he answered, pat- 





ting the olive cheek. 

‘You have been imprudent, dear boy,”’ said 
Don Miguel, after Amalia had left them to 
their coffee and cigarettes. ‘‘Has my last 
warning letter wrought absolutely no effect? 
Amalia will suffer because of this tale you have 
just told us, trivial as its incident may strike 
you dg 
* ‘Suffer!’ laughed De Cammeraye. ‘‘Bah, 
she should not care a pin for it.”’ 

‘‘As I wrote you, strange things have hap- 
pened in our family history through the jealousy 
of our women,”’ said Don Miguel, staring into a 
finger bowl as th ugh he could see reflected 
there his own lean face, with the immense gray 
moustachios jutting from it. He told several 
anecdotes, two of them recognizable to his list- 
ener because actually historic. ‘*In both these 
cases, as you will grant,”’’ he pursued, ‘‘the kill 


was believed to be accidental—or, rather, a 
trong element of legal doubt was discerned. 
You may not have heard, however, the story 
f Eleonora de Carrasco No? That affair 
occurred at Madrid in the early part of the 
eighteenth century She and her lover were 


standing ona high bale my together, when sud- 
denly. in a fit of ferocious jealousy, the lady 
pushed him He fell over into the street and 
was instantly killed. A portion of the balcony 
was found to have given way; but this fracture, 
was asserted, had been afterward brought 
by a servant of my ancestress, devotedly 

I She was forced to stand het 
trial, and escaped conviction, though ever after- 
ward she was socially besmirched. I mvself be- 
her to have been innocent of any murderous 
(sin the case of Don Lorenzo’s unin- 


tentionally discharged pistol, and Dota Elvira’s 


mistaken proffering of a poison which she un- 
tediy meant for a sleeping-potion, circum- 
stunce seems to have conspired against my 
ssors Whenever jealousy tainted their 

d stic atmospheres. ”’ 


\gainst circumstance,’’ said De Cam- 
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! , amused at what he had already 
secretly denounced as the old Spaniard’s 
tedious superstitions, ‘‘one might as well dream 


meraye 


of warring as against yonder lightning, whose 
livid arabesques I see writhe, Just now, above 
the Castle of St. Angelo. But, believe me, 
Senor, | would not love Amalia as I do if I 
fancied her capable of brewing any real tempest 
from so slight material as that which my late 
harinless little recital could supply.”’ 

Further inquiry made De Camm: raye quite 
certain that it was indeed the Princess L 
with whom he had traveled, that afternoon, 
from Naples to Rome He disdained to discuss 
with Amalia the matter of the velvet heart, 
though he caused it to be fashioned, and placed 
in it the pin which he had received to obviate 
the discomforts of his torn glove. Toward his 





fiancée he was tenderness itself save on that one 
point—a pin-point, as he laughingly called it. 
But behind his easy mirth dwelt an implacable 
hardness He thought Amalia’s occasional 
questions as to whether the heart had been 
shaped or not, and as to whether she could not 
see it, the essence of triviality. After a few 
weeks longer fits of coldness would alternate 
with the ardent affection of her manner. And 
when, at certain tertainments, De Camme- 
raye had met the Princess, been presented to 
her, talked with her lightsomely and familiarly 
of their trip in the same railway carriage, 
Amalia became the prey of obvious despondent 


en 
P 


moods. 

‘‘She believes that your admiration,’ said her 
father, ‘‘borders upon positive passion. She 
has not confessed it, but I can see it in her de- 
portment, past all mistake.”’ 

‘*Passion!’’ said the artist, with a kind of 
gay sneer. ‘‘Qne might as soon think of pay- 
ing court to Canova’s famed statue of Pauline 
Bonaparte in the Villa Borghese! I am one of 
a hundred, as you know. The Princess adores 
her husband, and is glacial) to all wor ers except 
him.”’ 

‘*But Amalia watched you last night at the 
Duchess’s ball , 

‘*For fifteen minutes. The rest of the time 
I devoted to her.”’ 

‘*But she is so young, Henri,’’ pleaded Don 
Miguel; ‘‘and then some one has told her that 
the lady has consented to sit to you for her 
portrait.” 

‘“Some one has lied,’’? returned De Cam- 
meraye, with a touch of sullenness. 

The next evening there was a royal reception 
at the palace of the Quirinal, and though 
Amalia had intended to go with her father and 
her betrothed, at the last hour she made illness 
an excuse. And so, as Don Miguel chose to stay 
away, it chanced that De Cammeraye went 
alone. 

The Princess was there, radiant in amethyst 
satin and pearis. She received him with a 
smile bland yet subtle. ‘‘Well, have you 
brought it?’’ were almost her tirst words. 

He drew from a side-pocket the small purple 
velvet heart, stabbed laterally by what we 
must all concede is the most trifling of trifles. 

‘How amusing,’’ she murmured. ‘‘Was 
there ever a more absurd exaltation of the com- 


monplace?’ 
‘Then you think it really so absurd?’’ he 
ventured. 
She handed the bauble back to him, with a 
} 





low, cold laug ‘*F specially so, in this in- 
stance. For it is not the pin I gave you.” 

‘Princess!—’’ 

“Oh, I am quite right. Somebody has been 
tampering with your sacred relic. | always 
get my pins of one maker, and their poor little 
heads are fricorne—they have three minute 
polished sides. Somehow that sort of pin has 
been a fancy of mine for several years. Don’t 
look so terribly grave. Even if you suspect the 
thief, Signore de Cammeraye, you can’t pre- 
cisely punish him—or her—in a court of law. 
Basta; let us talk of more serious things. 
Do you know, the Prince really has set his 
heart, after all, on your painting my portrait? 
He saw a head of yours, the other d iy, at the 
Belle Arti, and thinks it ravishing.’’ 

Later, that night, when De Cammeraye 
reached his own apartments, he had a talk 
with his valet, a Frenchman, named Duclos, 
who had been five or six years in his service. 

Duclos was at first politely baffling. His 
master, cool and firm, soon tripped him in a 


, 


patent lie Then Duclos, valuing his place, 
visibly weakened. In a few more minutes the 
full truth came to light. 
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Next evening De Cammeraye dined quietly, ( a= WOMAN'S NEW ATHLETICISM 
is often ha ned h Amalia and her father. wEhe = = s\ | 
i ppened, with Amalia Ps EH" SE (ley ~ bibl RIN / 
Don Miguel had an engagement immediately x. cf we ~ © WY 
ifter dinner, and left the lovers alone by about . ZF ar 4. ‘A 
» . . . Pa pm . “dy 
nine o'clock. ty ae ” tan ain 
j ‘It is a lovely night,’’ said De Cammeraye. = \ E RSE \ VA rournament 
‘‘Let us go upstairs for a stroll on the roof.”’ ee Ws WF rther ex} 
t | Amalia fe ay and they passed by solid Pa WZ a , 
> stone steps through a narrow passageway. The rO WAIT AND WATCH FOR THE! Bold ies 
apartments of the De Carrascos were hand- ciat und 
= some and ample, aud were one of the topmost aL are a ee ing inters 
suites in the grim old Palazzo Rusticucel, which ; pit ” cag a 
N overlooks the world-renowned Piazza di San The atara shine over the dista: Recon A 
8 Pietro. Though pillarless and uncanopied, the Oh. fair and bright are they first day 
t, dingy marble esplanade on which Amalia and But down below where the rush ‘ enue 
d her companion now stood had almost the effect The skies are dark and gray re Mico oat 
oa of a loggia, so exquisite was its seclusion. Be- [ feel the wind blow out of the East 
aS fore them, under the rays of an imperial moon, Phe heavy mist I see ; FR oncccecgty 
© glimmered the grandest basilica ever built by Alone I stand on the sodden lat aitinia k wii viiads te : ~A 
t. human hands. The people in the immense To wait and watch for thee is much as al ; ri 
le square below looked dim as mice. The incom- 4 peagn erces with heavy wing sage tigewtcccr nagar 9 
al parable dome of St. Peter’s loomed with fairy The cloak of brooding night Colt Se ths : 
ni symmetry yet miraculous bulk. In the pale And far away like a phantom gray vomen’s rig rt 
ot curves of its two enormous colonnades you \ lone owl takes her flight ecomp! V 
Ww seemed to see Faith stretching out those arms Oh, far you sailed in a gallant barqu a 
le of unparalleled appeal—arms which have Across the fickle sea tea rdericser 
id gathered, through the ages, so many adoring But night by night, when the stars are bright ind call 
E- zealots to its mysterious bosom. [ wait and watch for the nowadays! W would 
fo De Cammeraye broke the silence. ‘You The vears are long since you left me her anes < a —— 
ly have disappointed me, Amalia,’’ he said. Your kiss upon my brow seat emda 
e, The girl drew back, startled. ‘‘I don’t And the golden hair you called so fait half their lifet 
it understand, Henri,’’ she faltered. Is faded silver now manly jackets! 
} “*T will explain.”’ He drew forth the little But if you sail the restless main [he old-t t the 1 \ 
T purple velvet heart. ‘‘You were not above Forgetting love and me he gone? She used to be found by the | 
le bribing my servant, Duclos. Ah, do not deny Or count the hours in Heavenly bowe1 satis toiagsaoefa arp , 
e- it; he has told me everything. And you took f watch and wait for thes , lis 
: from this heart, here, the simple, worthless pat 
of thing with which I had punctured it, substitut THE ROSE HE CARRIED MOTHER \ tre 
y- ing another. It was very childish, Amalia, very ssioyediiggigl 1, flared see aig pg pore 
1e silly and petty and all that. But there are Two little lads in the golden time paging ete remain, Rage tbage ating - stash 
of small acts which assume a magnitude from the The brave high summer that spreads longer ‘‘Fair, fat and fort t} 
Ss motives that inspire them.’’ Then he said a Dapple of daisies on all the grass and most undesira Keen, ¢ po 
t few words more, making plain the fact of the And honey-sweet clover heads es spear ‘ysontle — Bs aie nce, ad oa cme cll 
paltry theft by quoting the Princess L——’s And black eyed Susans in every hedge rg pet lpr. : Tp 
ie own recent words. And the mulk white elder bloom which were wont I pr | 
Amalia stood perfectly calm as he ended. fwo little lads from the stifling tow! laced and } 
1e Then a torrent of fiercely jealous invective nist psershengeyseeneapicne > sppcaer adil But surely the steady advance of lat 
. : . Came into the green world s room , f mininea fnat . , ' 
poured from her lips. sizes of fen ( iris alan \ 
n ‘*Ah, foolish child!’ he exclaimed, in a voice Two little lads found heaven that da See Rares Sane SOre Cneenren sigh pated 
it of sheer disgust, recoiling from her. It batons all so still, so sweet: Girls 1 iad lave sevel ta iva ‘Ee se 
or But she shot close to his side. ‘‘You love They = ighed—the daisies answered then ix ind Is t ition the t 
her. You have loved her from the first time cme Chovess kissed theit rage : , A sign of the ming OF the " 
1- you saw her. As if I did not know! Only a be eta tri = cd beige sn a5 , weayd nay eel ne ' ‘the world tl ai on Sage 
pin—yes. <A nothing, yet to me something ac cakakaan: dieenae estes ar that she is to be a | € magnificent prot 
nD which has expressed my hate, my suffering, as Teale acest: aca dike Seciich ‘alt tegienin The statistics of ht and weight point that way 
‘h though it were a dagger, a sword!’’ She aOR CS IS OE ee Women are new rushing into trade as well nt 
id glanced down at the laces on her breast, and we ; athleti Phe rease of t ovement in New Y« 
- : Iwo little lads in the good green world in the last few al iks well for it CC | 
“$s made toward them a snatching movement. iter ponent eae seateeniomn ti  iread a ocak’ 
Ly Then he saw her beautiful face, with its two 7 “ Se i i anal gage ples emg 8, ceca cgi far cme 
it great ebon stars of eyes, grow distorted, madly iiikiad nish ikice berth Galt. alive now recog! 1 their vith the) 
hysteric, ugly to the verge of repulsion. Pe Ee ithe ar Bae ee) real estate, interior decoration 
st ‘*Take it—here it is! I have often wanted to ha thaw tified thats handa with blow “= nt er ta ie ee ee ie rh 
a wound you with it! There have been times With hissing throat. with hurtling wheel wintei ' cai the field saeclate” dis 
yu when I have wished it were long enough, large A throbbing giant of steam and steel woman, will it irate somewhat of a novelty int 
enough, to kill you with!”’ Came shrieking, to their doom nape of a white tearoom. 1! tho 
le She made a rushing, feline motion, spurred i A te ie re SE ak ta al age ag wr Me “an Ripley donee m4 ° Lad , 
ve to great swiftness by wrath and spite. In the iv tens Invi ot eventine in, who has the affair under her ims e patr 
s. left side of his throat De Cammeraye felt a And strong men choked to see them pa The raison d'etre of tl tea-roor to pre lea 
is prodding, tearing pang. Then, seized by a And turned the head aside reo — u Fan bre a apager wpedber Aeagphuiy 
a- curious dizziness, he caught at the balustrade. One, scatheless, sobbed on a kindly heart Ss Wis aedeies"ther kh ae ik cian ae a 
| In a second more the smooth, gray old marble Nor comfort found; the other felt. for in sun r the w t ip] i reat 
1e was deluged with blood. The fair-haired laddie—ah! God knovy best! ure by the different counts el t | 
Numberless are the avenues to death,»some In waxen hands, on a pulseless bre peptboyay “wrk aM na Phot 
a long and difficult, others brief and fearfully Was the rose he picked for mothe Seta aen ais doe Ec eae aka a 
n- facile. Men have languished for years in the nowadays either t to rece The ree 
filth of prisons, and yet not died. An abrasion THE SPICE OF VANISHED SPRINGS misnamed e attends o1 ids to ay 
of the temple, a bruise of this or that great seer vig ganen ra Mog ig sty: J 
n artery, and they have fallen like beasts whose BY FRANCES A. SCHNEIDER lawedine (hkl sh ts Goleta itier ceed 
8 skulls are cracked in shambles. ‘hah Staines tack meik Cashel 
le Poor De Cammeraye! How little he dreamed, Of all the scents of early spring If the new t a-room pl es t 
te on that Neapolitan autumn afternoon, that he That softly blowing breezes br iced eal 
is was pinning his torn glove with the weapon Ver woods pliatpo localit 
"t fated so soon to end his life—and by whose of Cr ms a in 
ie all hands! There is none sweeter to my mind vaded 0j 
0- ee: More charged with memot half detined an It 
v. NOT A GHOST OF A CHANCE. Of spr ( ountt 
- Pater —‘‘So you are rusticated again, sir? ata te cing mee ; “s 
iS Oh, this is shameful!”’ Than the faint, pungent, smoh 
ur Filius—‘‘Indeed it is! To expect me to take Of burning brush, al ives that ft un 
Ae an examination when one of the faculty When autumn’s blast 
watched every move that I made!”’ me swee] past 
ye hadi 1} ‘ +1 : ; 1) . 
Ik AN artificial hand, worn by the German Haunted with ghosts of ti 
es knight Gétz von Berlichingen, who fiourished [ cannot sigh 
in the early part of the sixteenth century, and [ cannot ery 
who was ealled T he lron Hauded,. WAS in- I fee] : . - 
vented by a mechanic of Nuremberg, especially Stea 
"9 for this wearer. It weighed three pounds and Wi arphin 
ae was so constructed as to grasp a sword or lance. Wi steal cenin 








Elise, lest 
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The ur l Fri lu Pre filled with 
le r when what he rightly judged to be a powerful 
ri first apy j But a short time convinced hin 
it. } ever ght be hisown chances, Madame’s 
ti in favor, and once more he took 
Other a is and | ng looks followed Elise in he1 
laily pat Nannette, the little maid, who waited on 
Madar fultilled mar 1 task neglected by the 
ther servants,’was Elise’s secret adorer The child had 
yme fr rphan asylum whose good Sisters testified 
I t But ickir beauty and grace, save for 
pair of honest eye had not found favor with Madame, 
nd being shy and holding aloof from the other servants, 
i ther w their lik 
Elise alone | i the ttle girl, whose lot bore some 
emblance to her owt nd i treated her with much 
I to which Nannette returned a passionate and 
Lar Ove 
When I marry, you shall come and be my little 
1, Nannette jested Elise, and on this the child 
It all her hopes for a happier future. 
Ah! if the beautiful Mademoiselle would but marry 
f 1] Monsieur du Pré and go far away, all would be 
ell he said to herself Hence it is easy to see who 
id obtained favor in her eye For Francois too had 
now and again given her a kind word and look, and had 
en added trifling remembrances which had pleased 
I Ibeit) hi motive may not have been altogether 
One morning Madame awoke and rang her bell with 
nee \ strange thing had happened. From the 
finger where she usu: wore it day and night the 
emerald riz had disappeared. She woke with a dis 
reeable feeling and a headache, and she woke also in 
vorst of humors. Her emerald ring was one of het 


und to find it had thus un 


lisappeared angered her sorely. 


nost cherishe SSLONS, 


countably 


| posse 


Elise and Nannette flew at her call and both searched 
unsuccessfully for the missing ring So cross was 
Madame that she slapped Nannette on the cheek, which 


when she stumbled : 


Mada ie 


before, 





done 


aid sharply 


vl 


gainst 
, you forget your 


ints were called up and questioned, whil 


vociferated with tea in and again that 


about it. \ 


rs 


a 
nad she 








i@ knew nothir repeated it cling 
to Elise and looking up into her face with brimming 
Of course not, child,’ said Elise, soothingly no 
ie kno invthing about it 
But LT will tind out! Somebody shall know!” cried 
Madame, and both the lawyer and the detective were 
summoned 
No clew is found, however, to the mystery, save 
iat a bottle of chloroform was discovered on Madame’s 
nantelshelf taken from a little medicine chest of which 


held the key, and of which she could give no ac 
Madame had intrusted the charge of the kev to 
in a moment of or forgetfulness 
e might chance to take a wrong dose¢ 

You are all a pack of idiots!’’ cried Madame, 
lly Wait till my nephew returns, /e 
Pout 


hor 


lise 
nervousness 


wrath 


will be able to 
something 


Armand had been 





absent for a few days and 


vrote that his return was yet delayed 
My faith! my good aunt.” he said, after hearing het 
le, when he at last arrived, and inspecting curiously 
bottle of chloroform, “‘it looks as if some one wanted 
et rid of you Have you made your will in favor of 
fair cousi But no, perhaps it is only that young 
dies like jewelry 
Elise!’ exclaimed Madame in horrot It is im 
ble! 
Oh, of course,”” responded her nephew, shrugging 
s shoulders 
Nannette, perhap murmued Madame But the 


; , 
beloved ring had se rely 


isu 


ss of he 


preyed upon her 


id with ikene her mind Elise 





suddenly took courage and coming to 


Then Francois 


Madame declared his passion and begged her permission 
vddress her lovely harge 
\ thet perhaps | Madame, sourly but no 
ie added, ashamed of having let slip the word 
Who dares say that—of one so good and beautiful 
isked. fiercely | ki it is that black-hearted 
pl w of yours It I \ l you Madame are too 
1 to beheve sucl landers 
Perhaps it is Nannett she murmured, frightened 
his tierceness Find me my ring and you shall have 
consent Without that—begone! 
The your in departed somewhat discouraged but 
itterly ist dow Who could tell what lucky 
nee fate might have in store for him By the way 
et Nannette, weeping bitterly 
W hat is it. little one he asked, kindly 
Oh, Madame anerv! Madame will send me away 
ny beautiful young lady und I cannot tell! 
What t vou know, petit irged gently Per 














ps at this rv moment some clew to the mystery lay 
within | rea 
Oh, the pox ng ladv!"’ cried the 1, sobbir 
ove Iw | vthing to save pa 
Tell n me 
\ \ p W you tind out?’ questioned 
nnette. hesitatu It was the black ghost! 
Phe lack ghe hoed Francois in amaze. 
Yes he went o1 istily, the relief of unburdening 
ret t reat to be resisted The night the ring 
tak I ild t sleep I woke and crept down 
mv roe I—I wanted to be near the dear young 
I was ashar 1 have her see me So whel 
v her com toward me witha light her ha l 
ia ! ear Madame’s door. She wore 
1 swit gown about her and she had 
and Her eyes were wide open and 
seem tT et She looked as if 
‘ t I n she turned into the roor 
st stands, took out a bottle and 
wail I looked behind her 
wi rri I saw a black ghost all muffled 
‘ e and pointed to Madame’s room And 
went ir held the bottle to Madame’s nose 
‘ gy off her finger And she came out 
i went down the corridor; and then I slid down 
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behind the curtain and fainted, and could not remember 


anything till the dawn came, when I crept back to my 
own room 
But,” said Frangois sternly, ‘“‘you said you knew 


nothing. 
““Yes,”’ cried the child, sobbing afresh, ‘‘I 
I was afraid they would hurt my dear young lady. 
now—now I swear by Our Blessed Lady I am telling the 
truth. It was the black ghost that made her do it; she 
did not know, she looked as if was blind. You will 
not let them hurt her!’ 
“The black murmured Francois to himself. 
It is Armand St. Faure he added savagely. He 
would fight him and force him to confess the knavery he 
had practiced. But it must be on some pretext which 
hould not involve Elise’s name 
“And you have told me the truth now, little one? 
You swear it?’ 
It is true,”’ asseverated Nannette with great earnest- 


You lied then or you are lying now.” 
lied then. 
But 


she 








ghos 


Then repeat no word of it to any one else, as you 


love mademoiselle, and I will do what I can to set all 
straight.” 
So, much comforted, Nannette went her way. 


It chanced that the two men met before long and 
exchanged glances in which friendliness bore no part. 
Confess, monsieur,’’ cried Frangois suddenly, *‘that 
know more of the jewel than you will 
admit. 

For an instant 
at his interlocutor 
gentleman! 

Slanderer! thief!"’ retorted Francois. 

But Armand himself. ‘‘You do but seek 
pretext for a quarrel, monsieur. You shall have it! 
and drawing off his glove he struck the other a blow 
across the face. 

Swords or pistols?”’ said Frangois briefly. 

‘As you will,’’ responded Armand. ‘Swords, so it 
you. Time and place? 

‘Now!” thundered Francois, ‘‘and for meeting 
ground yonder copse. Seek we our weapons and I will 
await you. 

By my faith you hold your life lightly,’’ said Ax 
mand, ‘‘lam no bungler.”’ 

Let the right win,’’ answered Francois. 

(And they parted to meet again within the hour. 

Both proved to be skilled swordsmen and the balance 
long hung between them. But fortune at last favored 
just cause and Armand lay at the mercy of his an- 
tagonist. 


you Missing 
Armand paled, then he struck fiercely 
Hound! How dare you insult a 


recovered 


ple: 


ist 


ti 
ie 


Confess!’’ cried Francois, or, be the conse quences 
what they may, I will run you through as you lie and 
rid the earth of such a knave!”’ 

And seeing that he dealt with one in deadly earnest, 
Armand that he had gradually acquired a 
hypnotic ascendency over Elise. That, chiefly to revenge 
himself upon her for her scornful rejection of him, he 
had influenced her to take the ring, only intending to 
drug, not permanently injure his relative. Believing 
that he had now secured the truth, Frangois consented 
not to make the matter public on condition of Armand 
signing a statement, to be shown only to Madame, that 
it was he that had contrived the abstraction of the ring. 
He surrendered also the pawnbroker’s ticket, in another 
city, where he had left the ring. After this Francois 
had him removed to a safe retreat, where, his wound not 
proving dangerous, he was soon able to leave that part of 


confessed 


the country. 
Mace acquainted with her nephew's guilt and with 
her beloved ring, which Francois had redeemed at no 


little cost to himself, once more upon her finger, Madame 
no longer frowned upon his suit. Elise, removed from 
a malign influence, at Jast acceded to his wishes, and 
Nannette was made happy by being taken into the ser- 
vice of her beloved young lady 


-e- 
TO AMATEUR 
TIVES. 


SOME ADVICE DETEC- 


SUPPOSE that in passing along some deserted street, 
naught but the pale light of the moon to guide 
your wayward eyes, you chance to espy a man in the 
act of forcing open the cellar window. Do not jump 
hastily to the conclusion that he must be a burglar. 
Perchance he is the nominal head of this house, who has 
sent his family away for the summer and has forgotten 
to include his latch-key when he changed his clothes 
this morning. If he were only a burglar, it would be 
perfeatly safe to creep noiselessly forward and pinion 
his arms to his side until help came. But, if we are cor- 
other supposition, he is liable to be in a state 
bordering on such action would lead to 
bodily injury and possibly a cé for the coroner. 

And should be one of a party bent upon adding 
to the overflowing coffers of the railway porter by play 
ing a few hands at whist, etc., don’t be too certain that 
the flashily dressed individual who handles the cards so 
dexterously is a professional gambler and blackleg. It 
is possible that he is only an expert money counter in 
employ of the United States Treasury but recently 
returned from a five weéks trip to Europe. 

Just the elderly gentleman in faded black 
clothes who beside you in church does not put any- 
thing in the ate, it is hardly safe to assume 
that he must a miserly old agnostic. <A 
retired minister would probably act the same way. 

When a man combs his hair down over his 
forehead, lothes on week days, and is all 


with 


rect in the 
madness, and 
ise 


you 


the 


because 


sits 


collection p 
ilv be 


necessal 


young 
wears his best ¢« 


the time scribbling on pieces of paper, it does not posi- 
tively follow that he is launching out upon a literary 
careei It may be merely a milder form of insanity, 
such as falling in love. 


event of a mysterious murder case it is not 
particularly conducive to health and longevity to hound 
police with the fact that you met and talked with 
the deceased a full hour after the time that they an- 


In the 


nounce the foul deed to have been committed. The 
ways of circumstantial evidence are devious and your 
we ‘ant interference will mayhap cause you to 
sper join the victim in spiritland. There have been 
ther 





Even if your fellow boarder in the sky blue papered 


room across the hall does stay away every night in the 
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eaters 
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sae 
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week, and sleeps throughout the best part of every day, 
you should not be carried away with the conviction that 
he must necessarily be a professional burglar. And 
should you chance to overhear him talking in his sleep, 
and using such murderous language as ‘‘Kill the Little 
Men and Women”’ or “‘Cut down that Homeless Widow,’ 
you had much better continue your banjo practice un- 
interruptedly and allow the studious scholar overhead to 
continue in the enjoyment of your original and excru- 
ciating technique. It is a keg of nails to a pinch of 
sawdust that this slumbering elocutionist is merely a 
night editor of a big newspaper. PERCIE W. HaRT. 
-eo- 


BEFORE THE FOOTLIGHTS. 


AT the performance of the ‘‘Traviata” last week the 
prettiest woman in the Academy of Music was the prima 
donna. She is sweet. She captured the house. She 
will capture New York. She owns South America. 
When goes from here, this part of the world will be 
hers in fee. From the gallery, readers of the ‘Pro 
gresso,”’ of the ‘‘Eco d’Italia,”’ of the ‘‘Courier”’ and the 
other Latin sheets of our cosmopolis blew bravas and 
garlic at her with infectious delight. In the prosceniums 
there were tourists, and in the grand tier boxes there 
were bonnets. In the stalls there were blanks. But in 
the delight of the gallery the whole house joined. 

And no wonder. Mme. Hariclee-Darclee is a little 
Patti, a little taller, that is. When she succeeded that 
lady at the Paris Opera, a dress that the diva had worn 
was lengthened for her two inches. She has Patti's 
eyes, Patti’s mouse-like ways, Patti's toss of the head. 
There is the same sultriness about her. Her voice is 
crystalline, bell-like and bird-like, and so profusive that 
she seems to have two, one of which increases and com- 
pletes the other. You hear it wander up and down a 
scale and behind it you hear a trill. There are, though, 
fewer flowers in it than in Patti’s. The decorations in 
her throat are not quite so ornate. But then we must 
never forget to remember that Patti is the diva delle 
dive, the Boadicea of the upper register. 

Mme. Darclee arrived here unheralded. It has been 
stated that she is a Russian. She is not, she is a Rou- 
manian, and like all real Roumanians the Orient is in 
her, in her eyes, in the contour and poise of her head, in 
her lips that say Drink me. She isa little chef d’ceuvre, 
a masterpiece in duodecimo, and the audience that had 
come to yawn at a hackneyed opera, at a tragedy ina 
drawing-room, false in sentiment, in ideas and situations, 
rococo, played out, vieux jeu and back number, re- 
mained to applaud a cantatrice such as New York has 
not heard for many a year, and one whom, with the in- 
creasing rarefaction of artists, it may be many a year 
before it hears equaled again. 

Her repertory is reported to be prodigious. That of 
Calvé consists of four operas. In Melba’s there are 
seven. Patti has thirty-one and this lady thirty-six 
Nothing imaginable could be pleasanter than to hear her 
sing them all except to hear her sing them all over 
again. But the possibility of that pleasure is remote. 
It costs the management twelve hundred dollars every 
time she sings. She is worth it. In South America she 
received seventeen hundred dollars. Atthat price there, 
in Chili, for instance, she can’t be heard often enough. 

In addition to the ‘‘Traviata,’’ Mme. Darclee appeared 
also in ‘‘The Huguenots,’’ an opera of which the duo in 
the fourth act is recognized as reaching the climax of 
human emotion. If I may venture to speak of myself I 
have heard it here and abroad at least fifty times, and, 
while I have heard it better sung, I never saw it better 
acted than on last Wednesday at the Academy. The 
réle of Raoul was taken by de Marchi, another new- 
comer here, who, were it not that his upper register is 
rather veiled, would be an incomparable tenor. He is 
extremely good looking, manly in appearance, with an 
excellent stage presence, a superb delivery and a really 
royal voice. In the passion and fervors of that duo, he 
and this lady brought down the house. 

Theatrically we are not being spoiled. The novelty 
of the week was Mr. Robert Hilliard’s production of 
“The Mummy,’’ an adaptation of an adaptation of a 
forgotten story by Edmond About. It is supposed to be 
funny and you take it out in supposing. 

‘The Mandarin,”’ at the Herald Square Theater, is a 
trifle by Reginald de Koven which he calls a Chinese 
opera and which he might better have called a Chinese 
 ameae ~> For it is an enigma how a man of ability can 
»e willing to sign such second-hand rubbish. With three- 
fourths of the world of melody uncopyrighted it seems 
to me that he might have served up something a little 
less trite than he has. 

I have not yet been able to see the wickedness at the 
Olympia, but if I don't provide a full account next week 
it will be because I have sought yet could not find it. 

EDGAR SaLTUs. 
-~e+ 


LAME DEER. 


THERE are those who claim that the education of 
Indian children at the various schools about the country 
is conducive to no good result, and that upon the return 
of the children to their reservations they adopt the same 
customs and mode of living as their relatives and 
friends. This is not always true; for I know of ons 
Indian boy belonging to the Northern Cheyenne nation 
who was benefited by five years’ training and teaching 
at the Fort Shaw school. 

Weihoo left Lame Deer. so called after the Sioux 
chief killed there and where is located the agency of his 
tribe and a company of soldiers, when eight years old, 
and did not return to visit his Indian parents till he was 
thirteen. He did not greatly resemble the other Chey 
enne boys at thistime. He was dressed in a neat suit of 
clothes, and unlike the others. who were bare-headed 
he wore a broad-brimmed hat and beaded moccasins 

He and the agent's son, who was also home on a visit 
became warm friends 

I think Weihoo liked the Indian boys, for I often saw 
him playing with them, but he found Joe more co 
genial. It was late in June, and this year the agent had 
planned a great day for the Fourth, sports and games 
for Indians, soldiers and ranchmen. 

*Joe,’’ said Wei one evening, about a week befor: 
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the Fourth, “‘the braves who will furnish music for the 
dance are going to practice on the ‘tum-tum’ this eve1 
ing in the round-house; let us go and look thro } 
holes.” 
All right, We ind off they started 
No squaws or children wert allowed in this pantheor 
shaped log house, which was first built for a chapel, but 


was now used for when that pastime was per 


mitted by the agent not « 


braves became excited, dressed as 
their war costume 





ten allow it, as 





v always were lr 





When the boys reached the building, the low 
notonous ‘‘hiya, hiya,”’ accompanied by the music, wa 
heard. Looking through a crevice between two log 
they saw six Indians seated around a large ba frum 
which was suspended from stakes driven in the ound 


and all were keeping time by striking the dru 

This all seems new to me, Joe, but it con back 
me like a dream 

There is your father, Wei 

Yes, he is talking to the others 

Wei's father. ‘Wolf Voice.”’ was a trusted 1 


was not a chief. but was the official terpr , +} 
agency. 
Wei became very attentive and then looked frig] 
ened 
I think we ought not to be here, Joe ! ‘ IM | 
They withdrew Poor Wei! he was very t o7 
the way back. Surely something worried him, and whet 


he reached his father’s tepee he abruptly sai 
Good-night, Joe 


Good-night, Wei; come over for me in the mor 
ing. 

Maybe, if I can 

Wei sought his bed of furs, but lav awake long 
time Ought I to tell thought he If the agent 
knew, my father would be punished He knew it was 


very wrong for his father and others to bring whisky 
into the village, for this was the plot he overheard. It 
was against the laws to supply Indians with liquor 
Loyalty to his father, loyalty to his race, and lo 
his training created conflicting emotions in the unfort 
unate boy 

‘Tl talk to Joe he murmured 

Joe,’ he said next morning let us go up to the 
cave,” And when they were settled in their cozy 
rocky little cave, Wei said Joe, | must tell you some 
thing. You won't tell any one, will you? Joe, last night 
I heard the men in the log house say that they were going 
to have a barrel of whisky Fourth of July night after the 
dance.” 

But how can they get it, Wei? 

“They said—my father it was—that some half-breeds 
on Tongue River, just over the line, would leave it at the 
Medicine Rock the night before, and then it would be 
brought into the village after the dance 

‘We must tell father, Wei!’ 

No! no! Joe.’ 

“But you know the braves may do most anything 
with whisky, and dressed in their war costumes 

“T know; but we must do something else; destroy it 
ourselves.’ 

“How, Wei? 

“Can't we slip up after they leave it and break it 


open?’ 

Won't it be watched, Wei? 

[am afraid it will; so no one can remove it 

The boys thought a long time. 

I tell you, Wei; you dress up as a coyote and creep 
and steal up and I will watch below the hill. Don’t you 
remember seeing the animal dance before you went 
away to school? And can't you be a coyote. and when 
you reach the barrel open it?”’ 

How, Joe, without making a noise?’ 

Take a gimlet and bore a little hole in the unde 
side so all the whisky will run out 

“Oh, Joe! if Lonly can. Surely they won't think of 
that. They won't be near for fear of being seen with 
the barrel. 

The night before the Fourth the boys were near the 
Medicine Rock at an early hour. They thought the 
barrel would be brought to the rock early, before the 
moon was up. The y secreted themselves in a little 
thicket; Wei with his coyote skin and Joe with gimlet, 
needle and thread 

ow, Wei, you get on your hands and knees and I 
will sew on the skin 

The pelt almost enveloped the slender figure. The 
forelegs were sewed around the arms and the scalp par 
tially over the head; the bushy tail assisted in covering 
the feet and legs from the kneesdown. Joe then looked 
at the result and found it satisfactory 

If they see you, Wei, it will be from the front and 
they will surely take you for a coyote prowling about.” 

Then they got behind an old log Wei stretching 
himself out to as comfortable a position as possible 


There they come,”’ whispered Joe 











Several dark figures were seen: then a wagon: the 
heavy weight was carefully placed on the ground and 
covered with dead boughs, grass and weeds 

Now then, start, Wei,’’ Joe whispered, when all was 
quiet, handing him the gimlet See the Indians. Wei, 
they have gone to the opposite hill 

The coyote stole noiselessly awa eeking all avail 
able shelter. while Joe watched breathlessly The moor 
Was just rising Joe saw a covote on ar pen spot 

He had to cross that. I suppose Joe said to him 
self If they should see hit 

Bang! \ rifle rang out loe felt zv witl 
faintness, but strai his eve ind 1 r saw the 
animal 

The barrel is now between him and the Indiar 
he murmured 

4 perfect quietness followed J sited for what 
seemed an nour 

He must be waiting for that cloud t ' the 
moon,’ he thought How bright We 

Yes, sure enough darkness came; then he was nearly 
startled by the s t « ovote 1 rb 

Did you de We 

Ye 

Near the botton 

Yes. underneatl t barre t 1 
much whisky flowed out before I left 

You dear fellow Did the illet me ne 


“Yes, I heard it close to my he 








The skin w irriedly 1 and tl) } 
iway softiv, t hur 
kin under ‘ 

\ motley 1 i t \ \\ 
ern India 1 ithered it ti ) 

Fourtl The ul 
n inted wit ] i i ! i ‘ 
i inged Tor t 

joe and W ver t t ter tl 
reveille gun w tired t | 1 
with a boy I } h W ‘ \ | 
racing, arr tir ping, rut feat ! 
nanshiy iy Thirteen hur Ina 
ther ill t i t t In ! 
mounted, f ( t ! rel ! 

\ feast w I t tr ! t i 
teper t cor f bread, | 

White n rack he It 
ina wa l 1 I l 

ywhoy f , : t] 
crowd \ ‘ | ! | ned 
in the chase | hat t t ! 

When nu \V ' 
see the da it the + ' ‘ 

They secure Lere ‘ roug! 
dark alm na }) ( l t ! i 
redmen movu bout and chanting the music of 
tum-tun Lighted by ingle tire in the center of t 
huge buildir he li in brave ked genuine sa 
They became w | with excitement tooping earchit 
the ground a I t t nerect wit ve 
rig ene t vl riift tir t re 7) j 
with their ' 1 feet playing 
ind agility 

Wei, if r this they sl | vet tl | ir 
company of soldiers could not defend the ‘ 

Wei gazed on | people, but made 1 repl Tl 
fficers, soldier ind citizer wh had been admitted 
into the building radually withdrew The boys | ked 
around on tli moonlit plain; camp fires were burnin 
brightly and Indians seemed to be the only ones left 

Look, Wei, the policemen are all gone 

Yes, all have been asked to different tepees to eat 

Oh, I see said Joe 

I learned all about it; two signal smokes are to tell 
the men on the hill when all is ready for them to bring 
the whisky 

See here, look!"’ exclaimed Wei 

Three Indians were building two small fires near by 

That is wet wood they are now putting on,’’ said 


Wei, ‘it makes much smoke Now they are holding 
their blankets over the fire; look! 

Two volumes of dense dark smoke arose and floated 
upward 

“They have a pony travois on the hill, Joe, on which 
to bring the barre] 

gut the barrel never cam W hen the Indians on the 
hill lay hold of it and smelled the strong odor about, they 
knew their plans had failed. Perhaps they attributed it 
toa good Manitou of the Rock. and for the best—as a 
small gimlet hole would not easily be seen; perhaps 
they thought it the work of an evil one; but at any rate 
they never knew the truth, and Wei felt grateful that 
he had been able to remain true to his teachis und te 
his people LIEUTENANT OF THE LIN} 


+. 


AN UNACCOUNTABLE OMISSION 


A clergyman was called on upon one occasion to 
officiate at a colored wedding 
We assure th said the gentlemanly darky that 


this yere wedding, sah, is to be very ‘appropos’—quite a 
la mode, sah 

Very well replied the clergyman I will try t 
do everything in my power to gratify the wishes of th 
parties 

mo, after the linner and dancing and supper wa 

over, the groom's “‘best man’”’ called again on the min 
ister and handed him a ten-dollar fee 

I hope everything was as your friends desired it 
said the urbane minister 

Well ih, to tell the truth, Mr. Jackson \ it 
little disappointed inswered the groomsman 

Why. I took my robes said the minister 

Yes, sal t wasn't that 

I adhered to the rubrics of the churcl 

Yes, sah: that was all right 

I was punctual and shook hands with the couph 


What more could I do? 

Well, sah, Mr. Jackson, he kind o’ felt hurt, vy 
see, because y 1 didn't salute the bride 

G. H. DieRHOLD 
-~@e@-+ 
4 VALUABLE CHINESE LIBRARY 

ackhart, the first medical missionary 
ent to China by the London Missionary Society, pre 
ented to the society a remarkable collection of Chinese 





books. and works relating to China and neighboring 
countries, in tel European and fifteen Oriental lar 
guages At a special meeting, held in the Mission hal 
last week, the Re R. Wardlaw Thompson stated that 
the library cor ted of twenty-six hundred bound r] 
ind an enormous number of pamphlet It included 
orks not to be found in the British Museum, and wa 
vithout a il in the world The Rev. C. G. Sparham 
f Hank ribing the leading featur f tl 
brary | that it included the gigantic dictionar 
mi pile rder of the Emperor Kang H om prising 
all the lf ran n the Chinese language There wa 
one book f which 1 other copy wa known to exist 

n in ¢ 1—al ustrate work iboriginal 
tribes of tl} pir There was alsc que Chinese 
geography the world, in wl h tl ( tlerer 
natior re repr nted as three one-armed 
lilliputia ! man and half-fisl ! n. inclu 

tior } ! ! is | thal 

thr vl } } t i 
‘ , t fy ' 
-*e« 
- I acl the 
; the il } per 

per v« ip t i ibordl t ind neither 
nf r t t not merel } withhe 
kind ! r / kin 
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! ' 
ptismal nan 
prejudice he soft 

( nt Grarden ihe 
i ocal triumpl 
py ! n his be 
t ( | leader t re 
I l tv in early Iiite 
} | {] ! 1 lence bad ( 
Lon the operat tage 
raitened by acceding t 
| t mal tors have of under 
H \i tage name, her ow! 
| i ot hotuw f ifter bel 
l ( became Duchess of St 
i é ther t Baroness Burdett 
» | ! pecul thie 
f ! out nd tt experience matured her 
t rise in ! profession and acquire 
The poor tenement 1 hich, at the Cathedral 
of Lichtield, her parent ed when she made her 
t | thre edy of the Country 
(x i tt I sO npecunlou 
is to} e on that theatric occasion to borrow 
for her debut Her subsequent wealth may be 
ted fron that she left the Baroness Bur 
ett-Coutts a fortune of irly ten millions of | 
lial i t \ erical I I \ 
h reat tor George |! lerick Cooke who was 
! naily bur {in St. Pau churel ird in New York 
Cit I in life as impecul is as | father, who was 
privat dier and | ple of pecuniosity all hi 
Despite excellent emoluments Cooke was always 
febt and in financial difficultie An amusing ane¢ 
bot ippears In his biography as to his obtaining a suit 
f clothes from a mdon tail who demanded cash 
before delivery Cooke, although under good salary at 
Drury Lane, was p ile yet the tailor remained in 
orable He wa howe r.a stage-struck knight of 
need thimble and shears, and proposed a Compromise 
you may take the suit home and have credit, if you 
e mea part in your play of Richard IIL. and tell 
ne haw to pertorn Cooke ast him for Catesby, and 
i h ill the pon but unfortunately his copied 
part wa lestitute ul Catesby 
entered after the ter ne to repeat is 1. my 
lord nanswer to Richar Who's there and Catesby 
to add Ch irly village cock hath thrice done saluta 
tl t the rl he stound 1udience 
LUSII ut I I v lor village cock 
( immediat roared out the devil 
lon't vou e1 
In the midst of his impecuniositv Charles Mathews 
r lost his facility tor wit In writing to a friend 
n the Marshalsea (where Papa Dorritt passed so many 
prison hour tared him in the face with thirty thousand 
to lebit, Mathews said Chis is my third 
" it Covent Garden Theater; the result of the fir 
n WAS sOowWil of the second hoeing. and of this 
third, as you can see, an elimination of the letter ‘‘s*’ in 
I ind of the letter *'l the other standing at “ow 
When Mathews finally went into the bankruptcy 
irt the examining commi mer asked Why did you 
to the expense of a brougham to and from your the 
stead of taking a ling cab, which was more 
I i 
( not racabd tak readv money but a 
i re red 
Painters f ow actors closely in treading the 
is path No one of the artists had greater exper1 
f impecuniosity than Hogarth, who in narrating 
} early struggl iid 1 could do little more than 
nimvself until lw near thirty vears old 
were times when | have ne moping into the « 
l a copperplate f sas a heading for shop 
l plate for a inea I have 
eturned put on my sword and sallied forth with 
f ntidence of a man wl had thousands in his 
‘ s qi va impecunlosity that 
tI rtl Progress for fourteen 
eas OF nty dolla the “‘Rake’s Progress’ for 
hundred and ten rt ind ‘“‘Marriage a la Mode 
x p tir ! for sixteen dollars apiece, that 
vard wet! | by t grentleman who be 
it tot National Gallery in London for six 
l I I \ rican tourist viewing these 
! vt t call to mir the impe 
el ‘ v H rth color w 
‘ 
I reatne pran rom her early 
* ‘ I t i n the gallery of | 
! N Dy Isitors W » regarded 
‘ ul hay vucht 
( { brought for 
\ ‘ 1 therefore 
1 tudy il 
ther! I wal Or she ol 
‘ vy pa lavs in the Par 
] ! ‘ {f ha il 
\ t ' ler the infl " terror 
strok ind ft re Lor 
k a ul natural 1 ignance or repressing 
\ reat tor eve epresenGalive ol 
t St t ! r of purse to buy 
+] « t} Veteri irv Schoc 
te i r missed a horse and 
" Att bov ngered in them draw 
ers and horse dealers who 
rtv. often ‘‘stood treat Thus 
i er only te hers sas well 
me | stant incentive 
s it is I of Boydell 
S S of 
S while sk pay 
Goat a the 
S x of Wilkie t 
\ ‘ | pit 
‘ u rol 
o su le, Tor 
t Sa s 

















‘ ive authors esca } the perlis and t 
nt ‘ 1 nl Dak Robert Buri f 
t ‘ | rib hained to ti 
pecul é t t py 
l his pal 1 1 ie tf i i pr cil ! t 
1 poe! befor rol tr i him t iccl 
nalian re which p ‘ nt ne pt ! ! 
pled mu ol uy 





I Be 
| ' 
fin. k ’ , 
! is | 
“. 
nol Pout 2 
' ] T ‘ | it 
Im pecunl ty. can oniy be et off that } 
f Fortune, Sir Edward | er, who « ! 
fascination of style picture it niosity in his nove 
Night and Morning with« having had even te 
porary experience of it at any time of his life. 

\ paper touching upol npecun ty we ld be n 
complete without making mention of Lord Chief-Justice 
Holt, whose biography by Lo he most 
interesting in his volumes Holt ir 
youth was impecunious thre nd ! 





bling; but his career—much re 


Hal in Falstaff 


service to hisexperience In human nature when 


time—proved in those respects « 


to the bar, and served as Recorder of London : 
Justice On one occasion | necessities dr 
the road in the money or your life busines 





years afterward holding a criminal assize co 

came before him one of the old highwaymen 

each recognized the other Che chief justice inquired of 
him after court hours respecting others of their juvenile 


company Ah, my lor was the answer, they 
have all been hanged except me and your lordship. 

The Lord Chief-Justice had another judicial reminder 
of his impecuniosits Being in company with his diss 
lute companions when a young man, all found them 
and separated each to shift 
Holt, arriving in front of a little hostlery, 








selves penniless one evening 


for himself 


thought he would play a bluff game He was well 
dressed and well mounted on a showy horse. Dis 
mounting he threw the reins gayly to the hostler, and 





striding in pompously ordered 
house. Waiting in a very hu mood for a preparing 

. the fragrant odor of which came from the adjacent 
kitchen into the little room where he sat cudgeling his 
brains for some ¢ xpedient to get away without payment 
or impounding his horse, he strolled into the kitchen 
where before the roaring fire the landlady’s daughter 
shivered with the ague. H 
apparent earnest sympathy, which for the nonce was a 
bit of shrewd policy, confided the troubles of the child 
and how all medical aid had failed. Saith he, ‘But I 
have a specific for all diseases Whereupon, taking 
from his pocket a strip of parchment and calling for 
quill pen and ink, he marked some cabalistic figures on 
it and handing it to the mother said Bind this upon 
your daughter's wr when her ague will leave.’’ The 
binding accomplished, by a strange coinc idence the 
g sappeared almost immediately—a species pe 
haps of faith cure. Nor did it reappear the next morn 
ing, when Holt with great assurance called for his bill 

‘Oh, noble sir,”’ said his as he had antici 
pated, “‘I could not think after your great skill of taking 
money from you.’ 

Thirty years later ving, to his father’s intense de- 
light before his death, changed his wild and erring habits 
that began at the Oxford 


ipper of the best in the 








hostess, interested by his 














ague ( 











lege, and having become a 
wise and impartial jud he was called to hold court in 
the same county in which had been the little hostlery of 
his adventure. One of the 





prisoners brought before 

him was an aged and decrepit woman arraigned for 

witchcraft in using a most potent charm. He was in 
} 





formed by the clerk of the assizes that she had in her 
possession a strange piece of parchment containing 
astrological figures, with which she claimed to pertorm 


cures of ailments by simply binding it about a sufferer’s 
wrist. The chief-justice asked to see the parchment and 
found it to be the very thing that in his mad freak he 
made and used so many years previously. He was 
en moved to a confession as to how she obtained the 
charm and of what grounds of belief she had, which a 





crowded court heard awed silence, after which the 
alleged witch was set free Lord Campbell in detailing 
the incident adds that her case proved to be the last one 
of cratt 

wever, a word that. although 
vel ul as a polite synonym 





recognized by lexicograpliy 























Vebster demies it a place in his dictionary and refers t 
1M is an obsolete word, which is a Websterian 
implication that inious lingually faulty; for 
m”’ is the ng of the Latin word in, and perhay 
inpecunlous would b e consonant with etym« 
logical propriety But the word is largely in conversa 
tional use, and often appears in the writings of novel 
at And while doubtless a tramp would be more like] 
to sav when in pursuit of alms “lam poor,” the decay 


gentleman would prefer in obedience to pride to expr 


the same idea by tl iphemistic phrase, “lam imy 
in1loUs 
-~2e- 
THE vearly production of peanuts in this country 
t fc ri ion bu els ¢ twenty-two pounds thie 
of the crop being produced in Virginia, Georgia, 
nessee and North Carolina. The exportation from 
1 and India to Europe in 1892 amounted to nearly 


red mil n pound f which two hundred 


} 
ind twenty-two million pounds went to Marseilles for 
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QUEEN VICTORIA'S sight had been fail 


ing for some time past, which LUsé 
much uneasiness in royal circles. Pro 
fessor Pajenstecker’s treatment, coupled 
with the new spectacles he has pl 
scribed. has given the Queen a fresh leas 
of sight. She can now read and writ 
with ease. 

The Czar’s visit to France caused tlhe 


release of over four hundred prisoners in 
France and in her \ similar 
act of clemency signalized the royal wed 
ding in Italy, as regards Ltalian prisoners 
in that country. 


The de 
Adolphe 
brother 
cellor, Prince von 
furst, occurred in on the 30th ult. 
This causes a vacancy in the Sacred Col 
Cardinals. Cardinal 


colonies 


Cardinal Prince Gustave 
Hohenlohe-Schillingsturst 
Imperial Chan 
nlohe-Schillings 


ath of 
Von 
of the German 


Hohe 


Rome 


Hohenlohe 


Germany, February 26, 1825, 


lege of 


was born ll 





studied at the Universities of Bonn, 
Breslau and Monaco, and was ordained 
priest in Rome by Pope Pius IX. At the 
next Consistory, which will be held dur- 


ing the course of this month, the late 
Nuncios at Paris, Lisbon, Madrid and 
Vienna will be elevated to the cardinalate. 
Mer. Clari has been appointed Papal Nun- 
cio at Paris. 

Sir Edward Hunter-Blair, Bart., has by 
his will bequeathed his estates of Brown- 
hill and Blairquhan Castle, in Ayrshire, 
Scotland, to his second son Edward, and 
his heirs in strict settlement, with re 
mainder to his other sons, failing whom, 


the property is to pass to his daughter, 
Lady Glasgow. The eldest son, Father 
Oswald, O. S. B., of Fort Augustus Mon- 


astery, succeeds only to the entailed estate 
of Dunskey, of which it was impossible to 
deprive him, but Sir Edward has exercised 
his powers of charging this property to 
the uttermost. Sir Edward has made pro- 
vision for the payment of any expenses 
which may be incurred if Father Oswald 
should attempt to dispute the will. 


The death of Mr. George Arthur Fripp 
leaves a notable vacancy in the ranks of 
eminent artists. As amember of the old 
Society of Painters in Water Colors, Mr. 
Fripp was well known. He died at his 
home in Hampstead. in the northwest 
district of London. He had attained the 
ripe old age of eighty-three years 


At Madrid, recently, Sefor Canovas del 
Castillo declared in an interview that it is 
absolutely false and ridiculous to affirm 
that the government of Spain proposes to 
abandon the island of Cuba in ¢ the 
insurrection in the island has not subsided 
by the first of March next. Preparations 
are being made in Madrid for a new ex 
pedition of twenty-five thousand men for 
Cuba. 


“ase 


The Duke of Tetuan and the Prime Min- 
ister of Spain held a conference with all 
the other members of the ministry. _It 
was decided to claim compensation from 
the government of Morocco for the attack 
made by the pirates of Alhucemas on one 
French and eight Spanish ships. 


The deaths of M. Challemel Lacour, 
former President of the French Senate, 
and M. Blavier, Senator of the Depart- 
ment of Maine-et-Loire, cast a deep gloom 
over political circles in Paris. 


Torrents of rain have fallen in Upper 
Italy during the last fortnight. All the 
trains on the different lines were delayed, 
sometimes for hours. The canals and la 
goons of Venice rose to such a height 
that the Grand Canal flooded the Place 
San Marco, which was covered with two 
feet water. Happily it did not reach 
the superb Cathedral of San Marco, as a 
long tight of steps guards the entrance to 
the lapis lazuli pavement, which ripples 


of 


like wavelets and has a wondrously beau- 
tiful scenic effect. 

The recent articles published by the 
“Nouvelles de Hambourg.”’ Prince Bis- 


marck’s organ, revealing State 
and a defensive alliance between Russia 
and Germany to the detriment of Austri: 
have caused a great commotion through- 


secrets, 
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COLLIER’S 


mut the length and breadth of 

nent his alliance, whic! u ra 

the above publication, existed aul 
1 last six vears when Bismarck in 
| power, terminated it the montl i 
ISh). Grave Consequence ul é | 
military circles if these disclosure not 
discontinued 

Phe Temps” of Paris T t 
declare that the Franco-Russiar 

contains no clause hostile t t 

We guessed as much 

It is Germany and Austria who are left 


nut In the cold, and the recent disclosur 
of Prince Bismarck have 
in both countries. The 

the Emperor William has i 
Empet 


raised at 








‘Lloyd” « 


says that 


ten an autograph letter to the 

Francis Joseph of Austria, explaining to 
him in detail the Russo-German treaty of 
neutrality which existed up to Mar 
LSvO 


The Nihilists are still at work ir 
officers seized 
hundred cases of large 
thousands of Nil 


some Russian or 
Slan trontier 
size containing 


proclamations. 


one 


Queen Wilhelmina of Holland made her 
first communion lately, in presence of het 
mother, the Queen Regent 
civil and military officers and 
mous crowd. General de Hahnke 
part of Emperor William, presented a 
magnificent gift to the 


an enor 
on th 


young queen 


Biarritz, that beautiful Spanish wate 
ing place on the Bay of 
usually crowded this season. it looks its 
best during September, when the Atlantic 
breakers boom along the shingly 
The autumn days still bright, and 
famous bathers hold this month the best 


Biscay, was ul 


shore 


are 


for enjoying a swim. Many linger on 
until the end of October. A lawn tennis 
club was started this season and has 





proved a great success. The match be 
tween Don Oscar Heeren and Senor Ola 
zatel claimed special attention. The priz 


was awarded to the former 





The ‘‘Country Club,’ another British 
American innovation, gave a grand en 
tertainment and féte in honor of the 
Duchess of Leuchtenburg. A ball at the 
Casino was also given, at which this fa 


‘grande dame’ donned a most fetch- 
and literally blazed with 


mous 
ng 
jewe ls. 


costume 


Now that the Czar has turned his fa 
homeward, we may look for 
solution of the difticulties of Turkish rule 
in Eastern Europe. Prince Hohen- 
lohe, the German Imperial Chancellor, is 


soon some 


von 


expected in St. Petersburg early this 
month. The other representatives of 
European powers will quickly follow. It 
is an open secret that some definite meas 
ures have been decided on and will soon 
be put into effect. 

The new Bishop of London (in succes 


sion to Dr. Temple, now elected Arch 
bishop of Canterbury) is Dr. Mandell 
Creighton, Bishop of Peterborough, a very 
distinguished Doctor of 
Divinity of the six universities Oxford, 
Cambridge, Glasgow, Durham, Dublin 
and Harvard. He was Dean of Windsor 
until 1890, when he was appointed to the 
Bishopric of Peterborough, in succession 
to Dr. William Connor Magee, 
raised to the Archbishopric ol York, 
which position Dr. Magee held until his 
death a few years later 


ecclesiastic, a 


who Was 


The finances of Turkey are in a state of 
hopeless bankruptcy. The le 
poll tax on every Mussulman will explain 
the desperate straits to which the national 
exchequer is reduced 

All the workmen employed in the ar 
senal of Constantinople have st1 
The cause of the strike is non-payment of 


vying ot a 


uck ork 


wages. 

Since the visit of M. de Nelidoff, 
Amba in Turkey, to the 
attitude of Abdul Hamid II 
considerably for the better. 

It is generally believed that either the 
Sultan will be lor else a new era 
of reform will be inaugurated throughout 
the Turkish dominions, which will insure 
the safety of and property in Turkey 
and its dependencies 


Russia! 
ssador Sultan, the 


has changed 


} 
life 


The Marquess of Dufferin and Ava has 


returned to his ancestral home, Shane's 
Castle, County Antrim. lreland He and 
| Lady Dufferin are well and favorably 


known throughout the length and breadth 
of the British Empire They ve hada 





| brilliant career, and in Canada as Gov 


ernor General, and in India as Viceroy 
as British Ambassador, Lord Dufferit ‘ 
made his mark in history He isa daring 
yachtsman. 

selfast, the thriving northern capital of 


Antrim, gave a great banqu 


i} honor. The veteran. in re ply to a toast o7 


the occasion, explained that his age and 
the deafness from which he is suff 
were the sole cause of his retirement from 
active life 

Any further 


talk about the Ey 


evacuation of Egypt is set at rest 


of Lord William 
the 








the court, 
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CANTERBURY 6 " 

He funeral « t \ st ss f = 
4 THe tymarel of (tx } WstCaad Of a 
Ca dral, wa 

ny lr} Duke f York att | 

hal i Jueen \ toria ti t s 
upon tl oftin Her Majesty . 

rreatest regard and lip na soap—don t 
iffection and the Pi \W 
representative took with vreatl 
token of the ‘respect and re re il 
of the Prince and P1 | fi 9 





was covered by 


were placed i Ww usC Pears: 
the Queen and the Emper f Germany 


and that placed by Mr. Gladstone on | 





pwarde 


guest's coftin at H Lhe | | bear 


ers were the Earl of Cranbr k, the Head PI ‘ \ \d rusing 
Master of Wellington, the Dea f | 
coln and Lord Macnaghtet n ti 


Collier’s Weekly, 








the Master of Trinity College, Camb 

Lord Ashcombe, Sir I} Ma I 

and the Chancellor of Truro Cathe 

the right. They were fe | by t 1 

chief mourners, Mrs. Benson, Mr. Arthur ‘ 

Benson, Mr. E. F. Benson, P: r Sidg It will pay. 

wick, Mr. Henry Sidgwick, the Re G 

Woodhouse, Mrs. Woodhouse (a te You ive seen this notice 
of the late archbishop), the Duche f : , 

Hattend. Lady Wass Lackay, ites. Der nd One Hundred Thousand 
son and Miss Tait Then came the Duke | |. j 

of York, representing the Queen, Prin diac your a 

Charles of Denmark, one of the secrets 

ries of the German Embassy, representing For rat { ipply to 

the Emperor, Sir Dighton Probyn, for the J. B. WATSON, 

Prince of Wales, and General Bateson for ‘ ; 

the Duke of Cambridge \fter the pro \ l N ier, 
cession had entered the choir the body 523 W. 13th St., N. Y. 
was placed on the bier The service wa 

choral, and at its conclusion the coftin 

was carried to the vault under the nort! THE WONDERFUL PROGRESS 
west tower, where the final entences 

were read, 


OF THI 


TRAFALGAR’S ANNIVERSARY 


Trafalgar Square, London, presented a 





most remarkable sight Wednesday, Octo 

ber 21, the anniversary of the famous sea S] N G L E TAX 
fight in which Lord Nelson lost his lift 

for it was thronged t« ich an extent that 

it was impossible to move Fakirs selling 

appropriate token lives of Nelson 

and other literature dealing with the fa 

mous battle, did a thriving trade. Theor 

namentation of the Nelson Column began . . 

pamentation of the Nelson Column began | National Single Taxer 
steeple-jacks reached the top By Tu 

day the huge laurel wland, which 

weighed seven tor was wound around 

the pillar, and Wednesday morning tl 

wreaths were placed in position on th 
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